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Author's Notes: 

Inspired by Hysteria tour backstage dressing room footage found on YT. Joe uses words in reference to gay 
people that are not socially acceptable today while standing around in his underwear, fully aware he is being 
filmed. My impression: "The lady doth protest too much." 

Content: First part in 3rd person. Second part in Ist person, Joe's POV. | chose not to get into Sav's motivations. 
Just a vignette piece. 

Hysteria era 

First time handjobs in the shower. 
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"Just be quiet, Joe." The order was uttered in only a raspy smoke-and-whisky undertone that somehow didn't 
echo inside the shower stall he currently occupied, but Joe immediately knew its owner. There was only one 
person it could belong to. They always roomed together, and Sav didn’t let in girls unless they'd discussed it 
first. 


The reality, though, was nothing like those elusive wisps of chimera that had chased Joe for years and that 


drove him all the way to the edge of sexual. One should not, could not combine sex with work, nor sex with 


friendship. The complications drove many a band to extinction. But he was already long past that point, if only 
in his mind. The problem was, he was sure that the feeling was mutual if not even more powerfully returned, 


and he didn't know, even now, if he was ready for that. 


Joe had had crushes on men before. That part of it was nothing new. It had started with his own idols, some 
of whom he had actually got to meet as time went on. Seemed like there was one on every tour, every 
festival, just like there was always one (or more) woman after almost every show who distinguished herself 
from the herd as wanting him the most. From a young age, he'd recognized his own arrogance in the matter 
but personally deemed it his good deed for humankind when he ‘let them have him. The women, that was. 


To date, he'd yet to do that with any man, He'd never accepted so much as a drunken handjob or blowjob from 
the ranks of musicians. Even within his own band, if he was honest, there wasn't just one to choose from, 
rampant and overrun with masculine energy. But he'd held out, just like he always did. They were all very good 


mates. Especially his best mate. End of story. 


Under a hot, private shower, alone in the bathroom whose door he'd purposefully left unlocked, his body's 
muscular pains, its ache for sex, its need for a little affection again melted into one thing--one being-who 


appeared soundlessly right behind him, nude and wet. "Just be quiet, Joe. For once. Ask and you shall receive." 


The unexpected whisper in his ear, coupled with a pair of long, well-muscled arms sliding around him, made him 
jump like a startled hare. Joe bowed his water-darkened, fake-blond streaked head in acceptance and 
embarrassment, the residual outward resistance to anything bent apparent in the gesture. Earlier that evening, 
he'd held court in his skivvies, going on and on about a gay cartoon character and some queer bloke he had 
turned down, all the while feeling eyes upon his body as he had many times, while he had veritably invited 


someone, anyone To come on to him in the oppositional nature of his ridiculous sermonette. 


He'd never really expected any comment nor to be approached, much less so soon. Maybe in another ten years. 


"Sav?" he hissed, entire body rigid in anticipation 


In the dim and the steam, he could see little as he glanced over one shoulder beyond flying strands of darker, 
longer, fluffier hair; a flash of light blue eyes; high, cut cheekbones in a wide face; hands he'd know anywhere 
- enough to confirm recognition. His companion breathed into his ultra-sensitive ear and reached around to 
wrap one hand around his forthrightly aroused prick, the other discovering in fast order the various further 
accessible delights. He'd never dreamed that a man would care to feel out the contours of his torso, his 


shoulder, his spine, much less run fingers through his slicked-back hair and then yank a little. This one did. 


From that first unclothed, drenched contact, Joe knew those limbs, arms still ripped from several hours of 
performing, first sound check then in earnest. He knew that body, as much as they'd rough-and-tumbled in 
footie matches to kill the time for years. 


He knew the scent that drifted over his shoulder and up his nostrils, made perhaps even more patent by the 
mist of the shower. It was the aroma of smoke and dry grass, barely-there cologne and fretboard oil.. 


combined scents that stuck in his head and resurfaced at odd moments and in his dreams. 


The hand worked him quickly and efficiently. Breathless, he moved in patterns long familiar, guided by the 
unrelenting rub-stroke-twist. Everything in the entire world centered on what was happening to him between 
his legs at that moment. It was true he'd asked for it, indirectly. He knew that, too. And here with him was the 


man with enough balls to take his unlikely cue. 


The usually polite voice spoke no dirty words, but the combination was explicitly filthy. "Go on, Joe.. Let go. Fill 
my hand." 


His resistance was physical, and it was mental, but only token. He made to twist away and was not allowed to, 
instead he got spun around. Implacable, Sav tilted his head back exposing his throat while gripping again, tighter, 
speeding his strokes. There was no resisting the pull; Joe tasted a man's skin and stubble for the first time. 


Salty and warm, and Sav moaned for him. Running water splish-splashed faster and faster. Joe's arousal 
burned higher, bright and hot. When the dam finally broke he had to be held up, knees trembling, not able stop 
the riptide that welled up and crested in him at the feeling. 


| don't know how to tell you what it felt like, that first time a bloke touched me. No, that's not right. That.. 
Sav touched me. | was almost terrified; it was utterly taboo. After so many years, | was finally giving in to the 
assumption people have about certain types of musicians. But oh.. my poor painful dick stood straight out, 
purple, with a life of its own. It wanted that fist curled around it, and my body needed to have its mate 
purposefully making contact till finally settling on my bollocks, pulled tight and tender, so full. 


| was scared, just like I'd been the first time I'd ever let it go, but the upcoming explosion couldn't be denied. | 
couldn't have stopped it. He knew just what to do: how much pressure to apply and when to speed up or slow. 
The outpouring was like that which I'd long ago learned to control with women, by either giving or not giving 
them this part of myself, but it was different, too, for power was in another man's hands. | gave myself to 
him, then and there, till there was nothing more to give. He accepted my cum at face value, for cum is just 


cum. The rest.. was better left unsaid, for which | was grateful. 


His body pressed against me, solid, with crisp hairs here and there, strong, and very warm. There had been no 
hesitation at all in his touch, which surprised me. He was hard too but made no effort to hide it or hold 
himself separate. It was this very thing that nearly tripped the balance between fondness and gratitude, 
versus disgust and revulsion | would never run away, but | could have pushed him away and spat vitriol about 
unnatural acts and pity-wanks. Thank whatever deity that mutual respect and lust won out: we got to have 


our first moments alone like that without shame or second thoughts. 


So.. | did what | had to do, to get my temporarily lost control back. Turning my head, | kissed his surprised 
mouth. Yes, a man's mouth, firmer and spicier than anything I'd tasted. | backed him around against the tiles; | 
wanted to explore him as he had me but needed him to be still, almost motionless, lest my psyche over- 


balance the tactile nature of naked skin. Somehow, he knew. He placed the flats of his hands to the wall and let 


me feel and taste his body, utterly silent, till | finally worked up the courage to reach down and stroke him, 
first with fingertips, then tempering steel within my hand. 


All kinds of new, formerly imprecise desires converged and wanted so many things - to put every part of him 
in my mouth or under my tongue, to keep kissing him and not stopping till his slippery tongue danced in perfect 
symmetry with mine, to stroke the velvet-over-diamond maleness in my fist, to watch him come and taste 


his seed. Mostly, however, it occurred to me to return to him some of what he'd gifted me with. 


We settled into a rhythmic cadence of lips molding and remolding, tongues curling in concert, sucking and licking 
at each other while my hand slid over his rod. He whimpered and trembled, abs shivering. | knew he was still 


trying to be quiet and motionless for me, but he couldn't, and it was all right then. 


"Joe. oh god Joe.." His jaw fell open with the guttural groans of my name, and | knew I'd brought him all the 
way. The evidence burst hot and succulent into my hand. | put my fingers into it, surrounding the head of his 
dick as he released to feel the spurts; | spread his cream all over his surging organ till he finally bit down on 


my shoulder to signal an end. 


"Sav... Sav.." | couldn't say anything but his name; no other words would come. And it did, many times as we 
came down from what had just happened. Each repetition made us smile a little more, till we were grinning like 
fools at each other. Cuffing me lightly on the shoulder, he informed me there was more where that came 
from. That, | didn't doubt. And | wanted to find out, as soon as possible. A certain tingle told me it was going to 


be very possible, very soon. 


Fin. 


